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Bunny Slippers 
"Nate Mendel, you're a forty-eight year old man What the hell are you doing with bunny slippers?" 

In a nondescript hotel room in Chicago, Nate paused and looked down at his slippers. They were, indeed, shaped 
like rabbits, complete with floppy ears, whiskers, too-big eyes, and carrots in their mouths. They were also 
very warm and comfortable. 

He looked up at Chris. The dark haired guitarist was sitting on the opposite bed, his body clad in chequered 
flannel pyjamas. But they were no ordinary checks. No, they were blue and pink and the colours were almost 


painful to look at. 


‘I'm surprised we're talking about my slippers and not your pyjamas, Shiflett. Why the hell did you pick those 


ones?" 
"They were last year's Secret Santa gift" 


Nate looked him up and down. "Your Secret Santa sucked" 


"Well, that's what you get when you get Taylor as your Secret Santa. You either get porn, dick stuff, or 
pyjamas. Suck it up, Mendel." 


Nate smirked to himself and went about his business. He found his book and switched his phone off. He tossed 
them on to the bed before following them. It had been a long day of travel and his pyjamas, and the bed, were 


a welcome relief. 


"Hey, no reading, Mendel. It's pyjama party night. You know that. Popcorn and a cheesy movie before we fall 


asleep." 
"How could | forget," he dryly replied. 


Placing the book on the night stand, Nate slipped from the bed and rifled through his carry on It didn't take 
him long to find the two bags of popcorn that he'd stashed in there. 


Pyjama Party Night had become a tradition between the two single men of Foo Fighters. While Dave and Taylor 
fucked the night away, and Pat and Rami caused goodness knows what chaos, Nate and Chris got to curl up 
with whatever movie was on the Hallmark channel. They'd run through so many bad, made for TV movies that 
Nate was sure he'd built up an intolerance to them. Dying kids, widowed mothers, abandoned pets; he could 
watch them all and be picking apart the plot before the opening credits had finished rolling. And Chris hated 
him for it. Which was why Nate did it. 


The TV flicked on and Nate watched as Chris scrolled through to their pre-appointed channel. He sighed as he 
looked at the title. 


Take Me Home for Christmas. 


"Okay," he began, "I'm going to make a bet on this one. Animal shelter. Poorly cat that's on the brink of 


euthanasia. Someone goes and gives it a forever home on Christmas Eve." 
Chris hit the information button and Nate grinned as he read the description 


Snowball is an abandoned cat with a date with death As she faces her last days, a friendly ten year old plucks her 
from the claws of the abyss 


"You're evil, Mendel." 
Nate settled down against the pillows as the movie started. The bag of popcorn rested in his lap and he picked 
at it as the sickly sweet scenes played out. Cute, white fluffy cat is abandoned at a shelter. Given a week 


before it's moved to death row. Cute little girl comes and picks her on Christmas Eve. The end. 


As it ended, Nate stretched and yawned. He tossed the empty popcorn bag in the bin 


"Remind me why we do this?" he asked. 


"Because we're single and sad," Christ replied. "Nothing better to do than watch sappy movies while wearing our 


jammies. What next?" 
"Fuckn’ bed” 

"You can't be tired already" 

"Chris, I'm nearly knocking fifty. | need my sleep" 
"So what do you want to talk about?" 


Huffing, Nate rolled over and pulled the blankets over himself. "Nothing! | just want to sleep. That's it. We've 


watched our sickly movie. Can we sleep now?" 

Chris fell silent and, from his own side of the room, Nate saw Chris’ light turn out. He sighed and rolled over 
to face the other man's bed. He felt bad for snapping at him. Normally they'd sit and talk until all hours of the 
night, safe in the knowledge that they didn't have to be awake until noon 

"Chris?" 

He got a grunt in response. 

"What's been your favourite memory of this band?" 


He saw the other man roll over to face him, his body a shadow in the night. 


‘Favourite memory?" Chris repeated. "That would be a couple of years ago. Do you remember when we were in 


Australia?" 

"Yeah, | remember that." 

"And we played that show with Chevy metal on the beach." 

Nate smiled. "Yeah, | remember." 

"That was such a beautiful evening. Everything about it was perfect. Being on the beach, playing with the 
sound of the waves crashing against the shoreline, stepping from the stage straight on to the sand. | couldn't 
have asked for anything better. | treasure that memory, Nate. Hold it really close. Whenever l'm tired, | think 


back on it. Think back on sitting and watching the sunset with my feet buried in warm sand. It's a memory 


that makes me feel really good and l'm happy that we did it" 


Again, the silence fell over them before Chris asked, "What about you? What's your favourite memory?" 
Nate closed his eyes and thought over the years that he'd spent with the band. What was his favourite 
memory. Doing the New York Times crossword live on air? Being a part of one of the world's biggest bands? 
Getting to travel the world first class? 

"My favourite memory." He paused and licked his lips. "Are these nights, here with you. Doing nothing but 
watching made for TV movies, eating popcorn and shooting the breeze. There's no craziness. No racing from 


one place to another. No interviews. Just being normal, you know. It's nice." 


There was the sound of Chris moving beneath the blankets. "Yeah, | like them, too. Reminds me what life was 


like before we took over the world." 

Nate smiled to himself. "It sure does." 

He paused as he mulled over the past years, remembering what he and Chris had used to do together. They'd 
always been the odd ones out in the band, left behind while Dave and Taylor screwed each other and Pat and 
Rami did their own things. Even before that, they'd hung together, Nate looking after the newbie guy until he'd 
settled in. Because no one else had. Chris had been tossed in and been left to fend for himself, bobbing along 
like an empty bottle in the sea. So Nate had taken him under his wing and looked after him until he'd settled. 
"Hey Chris?" 

"Yeah?" 


"Do you remember what we used to do after you'd first joined the band? You know, when we were on tour 


and you weren't quite sure of your place in the band?" 

"Yeah, | remember." 

Nate paused and licked his lips. "It's been a while since we did that. Want to do it now?" 

He heard the other man's bed clothes rustle followed by the sound of feet padding across the room. His own 
blankets were lifted and a body slid in beside him. Smiling, he wrapped his arms around Chris and hugged him 
tight. 


‘Love you, buddy," he murmured. 


Kisses whispered over his hair. "Love you, too." 


